¢hine of my bitter rival,
Fintter, was wheeled ont and
started from one end of rthe feld,
while | in my Baby Kdzoomount-
ed gaily from the other end. I
could make out Her white sweat-
er'and her mop of peroxide hair,
but I couldn't see. the haughty

sneer | knew she would be wear> |

ing on her face,

I gritted my teeth and swore
that T would shrow up this “lady
demon of the air’ " today, or for-
ever pass up the aviation game I
would bust her proud spirit for
the Dirt she tried to dé me.

Why describe the contest. I
beat her a city block. The crowd
rose and howled for me, and the
strings of my corset smapped with
pardonable .pride. I turned to
taunt my humiliated rival®

There was & woman near me,
in strceI'Imh_ps. giggling. Tes-
sie! out of het .machine
piled my opponent.! OF came
that mass of vellow jute with a
sweep of his hand, revealing the
bullet head of a MAN

I saw it all now. T hadn’t tri-
umphed over Tessie—I hdd only
- won from Mike O'Pylon dlsguw
ed as her.

THE END

--—-v—o—-—-
OUR PREC{SE ARTIST

She: You cowboys are so pic-
turesque.

He: Yep. Nearly all 6f s have
been working for the film come
panies so long we can’t help it.

‘Doyoukeep mrmngmthil

i ope.lbrmg:tbmlomu




